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when she Lade Hm good niglit; and, indeed, lie felt consoled by her affection.
As nothing could persuade Plantagenet to leave the abbey until his mother was buried, Lady Annabel resolved to take up her abode there, and she sent the next morning for Venetia. There were a great many arrangements to make about the burial and the mourning ; and Lady Annabel and Dr, Masham were obliged, in consequence, to go the next morning to Southport; but they delayed their departure until the arrival of Yenotia, that Cadarcis might not be left alone.
The meeting between himself and Yenetia was a very sad one, and yet her companionship was a great solace. Yenetia urged every topic that she fancied could reassure his spirits, and upon the happy homo he would find at Cherbury.
4 Ah!' said Cadurcis, ' they will not leave me here; I am sure of that. I think our happy days are over, Yenetia.'
What mourner has not felt the magic of time ? Before the funeral could take place, Cadurcis had recovered somewhat of his usual cheerfulness, and would indulge, with Yenetia in plans of their future life. And living, as they all were, under the same roof, sharing the same sorrows, participating in the same cares, and all about to wear the same mournful emblems of their domestic calamity, it was difficult for him to believe that he was indeed that desolate being he had at first correctly estimated himself. Here were true friends, if such could exist; here were fine sympathies, pure affections, innocent and disinterested hearts ! Every domestic tie yet remained perfect, except the spellbound tie of blood. That wanting, all was a bright and happy vision, that might vanish in an instant, and for ever; that perfect, even the least graceful, the most repulsive home, had its irresistible charms; and its loss, when once experienced, might be mourned for ever, and could never be restored.